Terey* I had dVdught,. m 
health of you- 

War* Why is he not with the Queene? 

Percy. No, my good Lord, he hath forfooke the Co® 
Broken his Staffe of Office, and difper-tt 
The Houfnold of the King* 

Nor. What was his reaton 
He was not forefolv’d, when we la ft fpake together. 

-Prnj.Becaufe.your Lbrdfhip was proclaimed Traytor. 
But he, my Lord, is gone to Ravenfpurgh, 

To offer l’ervice to the Duke of Hereford, 

And lent me overby Barkely, todifcover 
What power the Duke of Yorke had levied there, 
Then with direflion to rcpaire to Ravenlpurgh* 

Nor- Have you forgot the Duke of Hereford (Boy!) 
Percy * No, my good Lord ; for that is not forgot 
Which ne're 1 did remember: to my knowledge, 

3 never in my life did looke on him* 

N»r. Then learnc to know him now : this is the Dub 
Percy. My gracious Lord, I tender you my fervice, 
Such as it is, being tender, raw, ana young, 

Which elder dayes fhall ripen, and confirms 
To more approved fervice anddefert. 

Bui . I thanke thee gentle Percy, and be furs 
3 count myfelfein nothing eUe fo happy, 

As in a foule remembring my good friends: 

And as my for tune ripe ns with my love, 

Jt fhall be fiill thy true loves recompence, 

My heart this covenant makes, my hand thus leaks it. 

Nor. Bow-farre is it to Barkley ? and what llirre 
Keepes good old- Tor he. therewith his men of warre ? 

Percy. There Hands the Cafile,by yond tuft of Trees, 
Mann’d With three hundred men,as I hayeheard, 

And in it are the Lords of Tor^e, Barkely y and Seymotj. 
None elfe of Name, andneble eftimate* 

Enter Rojfe, and’ Willoughby • . 

N or. Here comes the Lords of Bojfe, and Wilk*lW> 

Bloody 


Bloody with furring , -fiery red with haft* 

BuL Welcome my Lords, I wot your love purfues 
A banilht Traytor ; all my Treafury 
Is yet but unfelt thankes, which more enrich d. 

Shall be your love, and labours recompence* 

Kof. Your prdence makes vs ricb,moft Noble Lord, 
ml. And fame furmounts our labour to atitaine it, 

Bui. Evermore thankes, th’Exchequer of the poore, 
Which till my infant-fortune comes to yeares. 

Stands for my bounty : but who comes here ? 

Enter Barkely. 

Nor.lt is my Lord of Barkely as I guefle. 

Bark. My Lord of Hereford,my melfage is to you. , 
Bui. My-Lord, myanfweris to Lancaster, 

And l amcometoleekethat name in England, 

And T muft find that Title in your Towne, 

Before I make reply to ought you lay. 

Bark^ Miftakemc not,myLord,'tisnot my meaning 
To raze one title of your honour out. 

1oyou,my Lord,l come (what Lord you will) 

From the moft glorious of this Land, 

The Duke of T orkyyo know what pricks you on 
To take advantage of the ablent time. 

And fright our native peace with felfe-borne Armes* 
Enter Yorke* 

Bui. I fhall not need tranlport my words by you. 

Here comes his Grace in perfon. My Noble Vncle* 
r^.Shewmethy humble Heart, and nottbyKnee, 
Whofe duty ts deceivable and falfe, - 

Bui. My gracious Vncle* a 

r or - Tut,tutjGrace me no Grace, nor Vncle me, 

I am no Tray tors Vncle ; and that word Grace 

Wh is but P ro phane* 

jAhy have thefe banilh d, and forbidden Leg*es 
Dard once to touch theduft of England* Grtund? 

But more then why, why have they dar’d to march 
So many miles upon her peacefull Bofome 
Frighting her pale fac’d Villages with Wane 
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